312                                           The Sunny Hours
NOISELESSLY as shadows, the stranger and her
canine Companion slipped into the back of the car.
Howard stepped on the accelerator and we raced
ahead. My eyes fell momentarily on the Saluki.
I expected its coat to be dank and soaked with
rain. I was therefore astonished to notice that it
was apparently quite dry, as also was the lady's
tailored dress.
Yet she possessed no umbrella. I could not
understand this. We had not gone very far when
my curiosity got the better of me.
"Didn't you get wet?" I asked the lady in a
puzzled tone. There was no reply from the back
of the car. Perhaps she had not heard. I turned
right round.
"You airen't wet, madam ? " I said, more loudly,
feeling somehow that "madam" was the correct
mode of address. I received no reply. The ear
was badly lit and I fancied the lady's eyes were
closed. A very reserved passenger, I decided, or
perchance a woman weary from exhaustion,
#                 #                 #
WE sped on through the drab night in silence.
Once or twice I saw Howard glance towards our
guests. No doubt he was as mystified as I was by
the lady's unresponsiveness. She had not seemed
stiandoffish when she had thanked us upon entering
the car. The silence was uncanny. A moment
later Howard spoke ;
"We'll need some juice," he said.
"There's a station open all night just before the
cross-roads," I told him.